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criticism for the Star, I threatened my readers to take to playwriting if I
could stoop so low. Have you noticed that when new repertory com-
panies promise to do only contemporary plays they mean plays of mine
written fifty or sixty years ago."
"When I was young and" foil of years," he said, looking me right in
the eyes, "I consulted a sage that I might achieve the formation of a
perfect character. 'Young man/ he said, 'are you a vegetarian ?' I promptly
answered: 'Yes.' This took him aback; he asked a second question which
surprised me. 'Have you mastered shorthand ?' I told him that I could
write it very nearly as fast as longhand, but I could not read it. That
impressed him; 'Young man,' he went on, 'you are indeed high on the
Mount of Wisdom. There remains but one more accomplishment,
which as an artist is obviously destined for you: a life of poverty/ I fled
without turning in case I was converted into a pillar of salt. I was deter-
mined henceforth to prove that it is possible to form a perfect character
without poverty!"
I had never met Walt Whitman but Edward Carpenter, who stayed
with him, told me much about him. He was, it seems, an unworldly,
unselfish, democratic man and full of charity and goodwill to everyone,
the impulsive writer who loved life and all living creatures, I thought of
this man as G.B.S. was telling me about the burial of Thomas Hardy in
Westminster Abbey. He was saying:
"I had a chance of having a long chat with Edmund Gosse and a
little flattery got him round far enough to tell me a story of how he
managed to see Walt Whitman with the aid of a charming girl. Gosse was
on a ferry when this girl offered to take him to Walt Whitman because
there could be no other reason for his presence on the ferry. It must
have been strange to see this dapper Englishman in this out of the way
place. When they found the door locked, and could get no answer, she
suggested that they climb the wall into a window and so get into the
house that way. Poor Gosse was shocked, but as it seemed his only hope
to get at the man he permitted her to persuade him to rise to the occasion.
They found Whitman at his desk, just as she had said! Now I have
arranged for my servants to guard me like bull-dogs and I go down to
my shelter so that no one can get at me. It wouldn't do for a stranger to
discover me asleep with my mouth open. I would never have got
through all that writing if I allowed curiosity mongers from all over the